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The situation, I say, was saved.    For it so happens
that " my remarkable Uncle," E. P. Leacock, was  o
one of those visits to the East by which he eluded hi
creditors in the West, and I was able to enlist his service
on my behalf.    I have written elsewhere of my remark
able Uncle and of the phenomenal career that mad
him one of the notable figures of the spacious days c
the Winnipeg boom.    He amassed a great fortune, 01
paper, went up like a rocket and came down like a sticl
but with the more varied  and graceful descent of <
parachute.   I wrote to him in Toronto and he set t<
work at once with characteristic energy, interviewed th<
Principal of Upper Canada and obtained a few days
delay, and in those days with the aid of the teachers' list
and a flood of telegrams (there was as yet no general
telephone) he unearthed a teacher, a modern language
teacher.    It is true that his candidate when produced
looked far from modern and short on language, indeed I
believe the good old man was hauled out of retirement,
but he filled the bill and I was free.